THE GRATEFUL NEGRO

and all this without any crime or imprudence on his part, real
or pretended.   He is punished because his master is unfortunate !

To this barbarous injustice the negroes on Mr. Edwards'
plantation were never exposed. He never exceeded his
income; he engaged in no wild speculations; he contracted
no debts; and his slaves, therefore, were in no danger of
being seized by a sheriffs officer: their property was secured
to them by the prudence as well as by the generosity of their
master.

One morning, as Mr. Edwards was walking in that part of
his plantation which joined to Mr. Jefferies' estate, he thought
he heard the voice of distress at some distance. The lament-
ations grew louder and louder as he approached a cottage,
which stood upon the borders of Jefferies' plantation.

This cottage belonged to a slave of the name of Caesar,
the best negro in Mr. JefFeries' possession. Such had been
his industry and exertion, that, notwithstanding the severe
tasks imposed by Durant, the overseer, Caesar found means to
cultivate his provision-ground to a degree of perfection no-
where else to be seen on this estate. Mr. Edwards had often
admired this poor fellow's industry, and now hastened to in-
quire what misfortune had befallen him.

When he came to the cottage, he found Csesar standing
with his arms folded, and his eyes fixed upon the ground. A
young and beautiful female negro was weeping bitterly, as she
knelt at the feet of Durant, the overseer, who, regarding her
with a sullen aspect, repeated, cHe must go. I tell you,
woman, he must go. What signifies all this nonsense ?'

At the sight of Mr. Edwards the overseer's countenance
suddenly changed, and assumed an air of obsequious civility.
The poor woman retired to the farther corner of the cottage,
and continued to weep. Caesar never moved. * Nothing is
the matter, sir,' said Durant, cbut that Qesar is going to be
sold. That is what the woman is crying for. They were to
be married; but we'll find Clara another husband, I tell her;
and she'll get the better of her grief, you know, sir, as I tell
her, in time.'

* Never! never !' said Clara.

1 To whom is Caesar going to be sold ? and for what sum ?'

4 For what can be got for him,' replied Durant, laughing ;
' and to whoever will buy him. The sheriff's officer is here,
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